A   BRASS   HAT   IN   NO   MAN'S   LAND
Moreover we all four were, or had been, associated
with the British Army, which did not make things
easier. Now all is changed within a flash, Ireland Is
united against a common foe. Our task is manifest,
our duty clear, 'Allans,' is our cry
We reach the Ulster Club and therein see strange
things, I am to see many unaccustomed sights
during the next few days, but Ireland was ever the
land of the unexpected, and despite its politics,
nothing can take Belfast out of the Emerald Isle -
save another deluge.
In the little room on the ground floor of the
Ulster Club-that holy of holies -big, muscular,
horsy men sit and sip and smoke, in the uniform of
the North Irish Horse. Their blood is up and they
are proud. Why not? Are they not to accompany
the British Expeditionary Force to France? They
are not regular soldiers - though many of them have
been - yet they are chosen, on account of merit, to
accompany the greatest, hardest, best trained, most
gentlemanly little army the world has ever seen, on
the greatest adventure the wrorld has ever known.
Truly they have reason to be proud! Some talk
sense, some nonsense, others say nothing at all.
But they all appear to think that those- who get
through will eat their Christmas dinners In Berlin!
A few have had experience of war, though none of
them knows anything of modern combat. They talk
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